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A LITTLE GARLAND OF 
CHRISTMAS VERSE 




Tbiy all wir$ looking for a king 
To slay tbiirfoes and Uft ib$m bigb : 

Tbou eanCst, a liith hahy tbing 
Tbat made a woman ay, 

O Son of Manj to rigU my lot 
Naugbt but Tby presence can avail; 

Yet on tbe road Tby wbeels are not. 
Nor on tbe sea Tby sail I 

My bow or wben Tbou wilt not beed, 
But come down Tbine own secret stair, 

Tbat Tbou mqyst answer all my need — 
Yea, every bygone prayer. 

GEORGE MACDONALD. 
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PROEM 

THE CHRISTMAS ROSE 

IN the Great Garden of the World a-bloom 
Behold a rose. 
Fair with white hopes that smile away aU gloom, 
Leacting us on to that vast Ante-room 
The watcher knows. 

In the Great Garden of the deathless flowers 

We cull our sweet; 
Through the long glimmer of the fading hours 
Petals from our star-blooms in ceaseless show*rs 

Fall at our feet. 

In the Great Garden of the flowers white 

We kneel with tears. 
Watch through the mists of long and mournful night. 
So that at last we, poor, may greet the light 

When it appears. 

In the Great Garden there are blooms and mould. 

The watcher knows 
That from the earth prepared, yet dark and cold. 
Supreme as deathless hope there will unfold 

The Christmas rose. 

In the Great Garden of the wondrous store 

We wander free; 
What though the press be over-great and sore. 
Here is our peace, here watch we evermore 

Expectantly. 









In the Great Garden is a secret fair 

The watcher knows: 
Watch then and learn; there is no garden bare, 
Life and eternity together share 

A Christmas rose. 
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A LITTLE GARLAND OF 
CHRISTMAS VERSE 




PART I 



mhcn CbrfBt vom bom of ASatis tree 
f n JSetblebem in tbat fait citie» 
nngclB 0un0en witb mittb atiD 0lee» 

f n £xcel0i6 Gloria ! 

DetDemen bebelD tbeee an0el0 brigbt 
X!^ tbem appeared witb 0teat ligbtt 
And 6aid» 0od'6 eon i6 bom tbi6 ni0bt» 

f n £xcel0i6 Gloria ! 

Zh\B 1tin0 \B comen to 6ave fiinD 
[£ven] in Scripture ad v^e llnd» 
rabereif ore tbid 6on0 bave v^e in mind* 

f n £xcel0i6 Gloria ! 

rabent dear] Xord, for tbi? oreat grace 
[0rant U6] in bli60 to 6ee tbis f ace, 
TPdlbere v^e mais ding to tbee solace, 

f n £xcel0i6 Gloria ! 

Harlbian Ms. {A, D. igoo,) 



GOD REST YOU MERRY, GENTLE- 
MEN 

]^OD rest you meny, eentlemen, 
ff Let nothing you dismay, 
L For Jesus Christ our Saviour 
S Was bom upon this day 
*i To save us all from Satan's power 
When we were jtone astray. 
O tidings of comfort and joy, 
For Jtsus Christ our Saviour was bom on 
Christmas day. 

In Bethlehem in Jewry 

This blessed babe was bom, 
And laid mthin a manger 

Upon this blessed mom ; 
The which his mother Mary 

Nothing did take in scorn. 

O tidings, ttc. 

From God our Heavenly Father 
A blessed angel came, 



And unto certain shepherds 

Brought tidings of the same, 
How that in Bethlehem was bom 

The Son of God by name. 

O tidings, etc. 

Fear not, then said the angel, 

Let nothing you afhight. 
This day is bom a Saviour 

Of virtue, power, and might ; 
So frequently to vanquish all 

The friends of Satan quite. 

O tidings, etc. 

The shepherds at those tidings 

Rejoiced much in mind. 
And left their flocks a feeding 

In tempest, storm, and wind. 
And went to Bethlehem straightway. 

This blessed babe to find. 

O tidings, etc. 

But when to Bethlehem they came, 

Whereat this infant lay. 
They found him in a manger 

Where oxen feed on hay ; 
His mother Mary kneeling 

Unto the Lord did pray. 

O tidings, etc. 



Now to the Lord sing praises, 

All you within this place, 
And with true love and brotherhood 

Each other now embrace ; 
This holy tide of Christmas 
All others doth deface. 

O tidings of comfort and joy, 
For Jesus Christ our Saviour was bom on 
Christmas day. 

Anonymous. (1500, A. D.f) 



CRADLE-HYMN 

AWAY in a manger, no crib for a bed, 
The little Lord Jesus laid down his sweet 
head. 
The stars in the bright sky looked down where 

he lay — 
The little Lord Jesus asleep on the hay. 

The cattle are lowing, the baby awakes. 
But little Lord Jesus, no crying he makes. 
I love thee, Lord Jesus ! look down from the sky. 
And stay by my cradle till morning is nigh. 

Martin Luther. 



FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 



/ 



TM MORTAL Babe, who this dear day 
-*' Didst change Thine heaven for our clay, 
And didst with flesh Thy godhead veil. 
Eternal Son of God, all hail ! 

Shine, happy star ; ye angels, sing 

Glory on high to heaven's King : 

Run, shepherds, leave your nightly watch, 

See heaven come down to Bethlehem's cratch. 

Worship, ye sages of the east. 

The King of gods in meanness dressed, 

O blessed maid, smile and adore 

The God thy womb and arms have bore. 

Star, angels, shepherds, and wise sages, 
Thou virgin glory of all ages. 
Restored frame of heaven and earth, 
Joy in your dear Redeemer's birth ! 

Bishop Hall. 



A HYMN FOR CHRISTMAS DAY 

T_T ARK, the glad sound ! the Saviour comes, 
^ -^ The Saviour promised long ; 
Let every heart prepare a throne, 
And every voice a song ! 

He comes, thd prisoners to release 

In Satan's bondage held ; 
The gates of brass before Him burst, 

The iron fetters yield. 

He comes, the broken heart to bind. 

The bleeding soul to cure, 
And with the treasures of His grace 

T' enrich the humble poor. 

Our glad Hosannas, Prince of Peace, 

Thy welcome shall proclaim, 
And heaven's eternal arches ring 

With Thy beloved name. 

Philip Doddridge. 
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CHRISTMAS HYMN 

WHILE shepherds watch'd their flocks by 
night, 
All seated on the ground, 
The Angel of the Lord came down, 
And glory shone around. 
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Fear not," said he (for mighty dread 
Had seized their troubled mind ) ; 

Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
To you and all mankind. 



To you in David's town this day 
Is bom of David's line 
The Saviour, who is Christ the Lord ; 
And this shall be the sign : — 

" The heavenly Babe you there shall find 

To human view display'd, 
All meanly wrapt in swathing-bands. 

And in a manger laid." 

Thus spake the seraph ; and forthwith 

Appear'd a shining throng 
Of angels praising God, and thus 

Address'd their joyful song : — 






C( 



All glory be to God on high, 
And to the earth be peace ; 
Good-will henceforth from heaven to men 
Begin, and never cease ! " 

Nahum Tate, 
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THE VIRGIN'S CRADLE-HYMN 

T\ ORMI, Jesu! Mater ridet 
-■"^ Qua tarn dulcem somnum videt, 

Dormi, Jesu! hlandule! 
Si non dormis, Mater phrat. 

Inter fila cantans orat, I 

Blande, vent, somnule. 

Sleep, sweet babe ! my cares beguiling : 
Mother sits beside thee smiling ; 

Sleep, my darling, tenderly ; 
If thou sleep not, mother moumeth. 
Singing as her wheel she tumeth : 

Come, soft slumber, balmily ! 

Samuel Taylor Coleridge, Translator. * 
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A CRADLE SONG 

TJTUSH, my dear, lie still and slumber, 
^ •*- Holy angels guard thy bed 1 
Heavenly blessings without number 
Gently falling on thy head. 

Sleep, my babe ; thy food and raiment, 
House and home thy friends provide ; 

All without thy care or payment 
All thy wants are well supplied. 

How much better thou'rt attended 

Than the Son of God could be. 
When from heaven He descended, 

And became a Child like thee ! 

Soft and easy is thy cradle ; 

Coarse and hard thy Saviour lay : 
When His birthplace was a stable, 

And His softest bed was hay. 

See the kinder shepherds round Him, 

Telling wonders from the sky ! 
Where they sought Him, there they found Him, 

With the virgin-mother by. 

11 



See the lovely Babe a-dressing ; 

Lovely Infant, how He smiled ! 
When He wept, the mother's blessing 

Soothed and hushed the holy Child. 

Lo, He slumbers in His manger 
Where the homed oxen fed ; 

— Peace, my darling, here's no danger ; 
Here's no ox a-near thy bed. 

Mayst thou live to know and fear Him 
Trust and love Him all thy days ; 

Then go dwell for ever near Him, 
See His face, and sing His praise. 

I could give thee thousand kisses. 
Hoping what I most desire ; 

Not a mother's fondest wishes 
Can to greater joys aspire. 



Isaac Watts. 
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HARK ! THE HERALD ANGELS 

SING 

TjARK ! the Herald Angels sing, 
^ •*- " Glory to the new-born Kmg, 
Peace on earth and mercy mild, 
God and sinner reconcil'd." 

Hark ! the Herald Angels sing, 
Glory to the new-bom King." 



<< 



Joyful, all ye nations, rise. 

Join the triumph of the skies, 

With the aiigelic host proclaim, 

Christ is bom in Bethlehem. 

Hark ! the Herald Angels sing, 
" Glory to the new-bom King.' 

Christ by highest Heaven ador'd, 

Christ the everlasting Lord ! 

Late in time behold Him come. 

Offspring of a Virgin's wombe. 

Hark ! the Herald Angels sing, 
" Glory to the new-born King.' 

Hail the Heaven-bom Prince of Peace ! 
Hail the Sun of Righteousness ! 

13 
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Light and life to all He brings, 
Risen with healing in His wings. 

Hark ! the Herald Angels sing, 
** Glory to the new-bom King." 



Mild he lays His glory by. 
Bom that man no more may die. 
Bom to raise the sons of earth, 
Bom to give them second birth. 

Hark ! the Herald Angels sing, 
" Glory to the new-bom King. 



» 



Charles Wesley. 
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A LITTLE GARLAND OF 
CHRISTMAS VERSE 




PART II 



/ sajf to tbee, do tbou repeat 

To the first man tbou may est mat 

In lam, bigbwajfj or open street — 

That be and we and all men move 

Under a canopy of love. 

As broad as tbe blue shy above ; ' 

Tbat doubt and trouble, fear and pain 
And anguisb, all are sbadows vain, 
Tbat deatb itself sball not remain; 

Tbat weary deserts we may tread, 
A dreary labyrintb may tbread, 
Tbrougb dark ways underground be led; 

Yet, if we will one Guide obey, 
Tbe dreariest patb, tbe darkest way 
Sball issue out in beavenly day ; 

And we, on divers sbores now cast, 
Sball meet, our perilous voyage past. 
All in our Fatber's bouse at last, 

RICHARD CHENEVIX TRENCH. 



A CHRISTMAS ANTIPHONE 

? HOU whose birth on earth 
% Angels sang to men, 
ij While thy stars made mirth, 
[i^ Saviour, at thy birth, 
- ^ This day bom ^;ain ; 

As this night was bright 

With thy cradle-ray. 
Very tight of light, 
Turn the wild world's night 

To thy perfect day. 

God whose feet made sweet 
Those wild ways they trod, 

From thy fragrant feet 

Staining field and street 
With the blood of God ; 

God whose breast is rest 
In the time of strife, 



In thy secret breast 
Sheltering souls opprest 
From the heat of life ; 

God whose eyes are skies 
Love-lit as with spheres 

By the lights that rise 

To thy watching eyes, 
Orbed lights of tears ; 

God whose heart hath part 

In all grief that is, 
Was not man's the dart 
That went through thine heart, 

And the wound not his ? 

Where the pale souls wail, 
Held in bonds of death. 
Where all spirits quail. 
Came thy Godhead pale 
Still from human breath — 

Pale from life and strife, 
Wan with manhood, came 

Forth of mortal life. 

Pierced as with a knife, 
Scarred vas with a flame. 
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Thou the Word and Lord 
In all time and space 

Heard, beheld, adored, 

With all ages poured 
Forth before thy face, 

Lord, what worth in earth 
Drew thee down to die ? 
What therein was worth. 
Lord, thy death and birth ? 
What beneath thy sky? 

Light above all love 

By thy love was lit, 
And brought down the Dove 
Feathered from above 
With the wings of it 

From the height of night. 
Was not thine the star 

That led forth with might 

By no worldly light 
Wise men from afar? 

Yet the wise men's eyes 

Saw thee not more clear 
Than they saw thee rise 
Who in shepherd's guise 
Drew as poor men near. 

19 



Yet thy poor endure, 
And are with us yet ; 

Be thy name a sure 

Refuge for thy poor 

Whom men's eyes forget. 

Thou whose ways we praise, 
Clear alike and dark. 

Keep our works and ways 

This and all thy days 
Safe inside thine ark. 

Who shall keep thy sheep. 

Lord, and lose not one ? 

Who save one shall keep. 

Lest the shepherds sleep ? 

Who beside the Son ? 

From the grave-deep wave. 

From the sword and flame 
Thou, even thou, shalt save 
Souls of king and slave 
Only by thy Name. 

Light not born with morn 

Or her fires above, 
Jesus virgin-bom, 
Held of men in scorn, 

Turn their scorn to love. 

20 



Thou whose face gives grace 

As the sun's doth heat, 
Let thy sunbright face 
Lighten time and space 

Here beneath thy feet 

Bid our peace increase, 

Thou that madest mom ; 
Bid oppressions cease ; 
Bid the night be peace ; 

Bid the day be bom. 

Algernon Charles Swinburne, 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

^T^HREE damsels in the queen's chamber, 

-■• The queen's mouth was most fair ; 
She spake a word of God's mother 
As the combs went in her hair. 
Mary that is of might, 
Bring us to thy Son's sight 

They held the gold combs out from her, 

A span's length off her head ; 
She sang this song of God's mother 
And of her bearing-bed. 

Mary most full of grace. 
Bring us to thy Son's face. 

When she sat at Joseph's hand, 

She looked against her side ; 
And either way from the short silk band 
Her girdle was all wried. 
Mary that all good may. 
Bring us to thy Son's way. 

Mary had three women for her bed, 
The twain were maidens clean ; 
The first of them had white and red. 
The third had riven green. 
Mary that is so sweet. 
Bring us to thy Son's feet 

22 



She had three women for her hair, 

Two .were gloved soft and shod ; 
The third had feet and fingers bare, 
She was the likest God. 

Mary that wieldeth land, 
Bring us to thy Son's hand. 

She had three women for her ease. 
The twain were good women : 
The first two were the two Maries, 
The third was Magdalen. 
Mary that perfect is, 
Bring us to thy Son's kiss. 

Joseph had three workmen in his stall. 

To serve him well upon ; 
The first of them were Peter and Paul, 
The third of them was John. 
Mary, God's handmaiden, 
Bring us to thy Son's ken. 

** If your child be none other man's. 

But if it be very mine. 
The bedstead shall be gold two spans. 
The bedfoot silver fine." 

Mary that made God mirth, 
Bring us to thy Son's birth. 
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** If the child be some other man's, 

And if it be none of mine, 
The manger shall be straw two spans, 
Betwixen kine and kine." 

Mary that made sin cease, . 
Bring us to thy Son's peace. 

Christ was bom upon this wise, 

It fell on such a night, 

Neither with sounds of psalteries. 

Nor with fire for light. 

Mary that is God's spouse, 
Bring us to thy Son's house. 

The star came out upon the east 

With a great sound and sweet : 
Kings gave gold to make him feast 
And myrrh for him to eat 

Mary, of thy sweet mood. 
Bring us to thy Son's good. 

He had two handmaids at his head. 

One handmaid at his feet ; 
The twain of them were fair and red, 
The third one was right sweet. 
Mary that is most wise, 
Bring us to thy Son's eyes. Amen. 

A. C. Swinburne. 
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MASTERS, IN THIS HALL" 

" ^T^O BethUm did they go, the shepherds 
-■• three ; 
To Bethlem did they go to see whe*r it were 

so or no, 
Whether Christ were bom or no 
To set men free,'* 

Masters, in this hall, 

Hear ye news to-day 
Brought over sea. 
And ever I you pray. 

Now ell! Now ell! Nowell! Now ell! 

Sing we clear ! 
Holpen are allfoll^ on earth, 
Bom is God*s Son so dear. 

Going over the hills. 

Through the milk-white snow. 
Heard I ewes bleat 

While the wind did blow. 

Nowell, etc 

Shepherds many an one 
Sat among the sheep ; 

25 
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No man spake more word 
Than they had been asleep. 

Nowell, etc. 

Quoth I " Fellows mine, 

Why this guise sit ye ? 
Making but dull cheer, 

Shepherds though ye be ? 

Nowell, etc. 

" Shepherds should of right 

Leap and dance and sing ; 
Thus to see ye sit 

Is a right strange thing/' 

Nowell, etc. 

Quoth these fellows then, 
" To Bethlem town we go, 

To see a Mighty Lord 
Lie in manger low." 

Nowell, etc. 

" How name ye this Lord, 

Shepherds?" then said L 
"Very God," they said, 

" Come from Heaven high." 

Novisll, etc. 
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Then to Bethlem town 

We went two and two, 
And in a sorry place 

Heard the oxen low. 

Nowell, etc. 

Therein did we see 

A sweet and goodly May, 
And a fair old man ; 

Upon the straw she lay. 

Nowell, etc. 

And a little CHILD 

On her arm had she; 
" Wot ye who this is ? " 

Said the hinds to me. 

Nowell, etc. 

Ox and ass him know, 

Kneeling on their knee : 
Wondrous joy had I 

This little BABE to see. 

Nowell, etc. 

This is Christ the Lord, 

Masters, be ye glad ! 
Christmas is come in. 

And no folk should be sad. 
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Nowell! Nowell! Now ell! Nowell! 

Sing we clear ! 
Holpen are all folk on earth, 

Bom is God's Son so dear, 

William Morris, 



X "In AnHmt Christmas Carols by Edmand 
Sedding (London, i860) is a poem of twelve quat- 
rains with a choras which is to be sung after each. 
It is entitled "Masters, in this Hall ; " and we are 
told that "The English Words" were "written 
expressly by William Morris, Esq., B. A." It is 
a quaint production, sincere enough, and by no 
means without beauty ; but the poet did well not 
to challenge, by reprinting it, a comparison with 
his treatment of the same theme — the birUi of 
Christ— in The Earthly Paradise."— (H, Buxton 
Forman in The Books of William iMorris, 8vo, 
London, 1897, p. ai6.) We believe that quite 
contrary to this obiter dictum of Mr. Forman 's our 
readers will thank us for reproducii^ both carols 
in these pages.' 
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OUTLANDERS, WHENCE COME YE 

LAST? 

/^UTLANDERS, whence come ye last? 
^^ The snow in the street and the wind on 

the door. 
Through what green seas and great have ye 
passed? 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

From far away, O masters mine, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
We come to bear you goodly wine. 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

From far away we come to you, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
To tell of great tidings strange and true. 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

News, news of the Trinity, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
And Mary and Joseph from over the sea ! 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

For as we wandered far and wide, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
What hap do ye deem there should us betide ! 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 
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Under a bent when the night was deep, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

There lay three shepherds tending their sheep. 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor, 

** O ye shepherds, what have ye seen, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

To slay your sorrow, and heal your teen ? " 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

" In an ox-stall this night we saw. 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 
A babe and a maid without a flaw. 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

"There was an old man there beside. 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

His hair was white and his hood was wide. 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

"And as we gazed this thing upon. 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

Those twain knelt down to the Little One. 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

"And a marvellous song we straight did hear. 
The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

That slew our sorrow and healed our care." 
Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 
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News of a fair and a marvellous thing, 

The snow in the street and the wind on the door. 

Nowell, nowell, nowell, we sing ! 

Minstrels and maids, stand forth on the floor. 

William Morris. 
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THE CHILD JESUS 

A CORNISH CAROL 

\I7ELCOME that Star m Judah's sky, 
^^ That voice o'er Bethlehem's palmy 
glen: 
The lamp, far sages hailed on high, 

The tones that thrill'd the shepherd men : 
Glory to God in highest heaven ! 

Thus Angels smote the echoii^ chord ; 
Glad tidings unto man forgiven I 

Peace from the presence of the Lord ! 

The Shepherds sought that Birth divine, 

The Wise Men traced their guided way ; 
There by strange light and mystic sign, 

The God they came to worship lay. 
A human Babe in beauty smiled. 

Where lowing oxen round Him trod : 
A maiden clasped her Awful Child, 

Pure offspring of the breath of God. 

Those voices from on high are mute ; 

The Star the Wise Men saw is dim ; 
But Hope still guides the wanderer's foot, 

And Faith renews the angel-hymn : 
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Glory to God in loftiest heaven ! 

Touch with glad hand the ancient chord ; 
Good tidings unto man forgiven, 

Peace from the presence of the Lord ! 

Robert Stephen Hawker, 
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A LULLABY FOR CHRISTMAS 

C LEEP, baby, sleep ! The mother sings : 
^ Heaven's angels kneel and fold their wings. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ' 
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Sleep, baby, sleep ! The father cries : 
Stars lean and worship from the skies. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

With swathes of scented hay thy bed 
By Mary's hand at eve was spread. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

At midnight came the shepherds, they 
Whom angels wakened by the way. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

And three kings from the East afar 
Ere dawn came, guided by thy star. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

They brought thee gifts of gold and gems. 
Pure Orient pearls, rich diadems. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

But thou, who liest slumbering there. 
Art King of kings, earth, stars, and air. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 
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Sleep, baby, sleep ! The shepherds sing : 
Through earth, through heaven hosannas ring. 

Sleep, baby, sleep ! 

John Addington Symonds, 
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THE ANGELS' SONG 

TT came upon the midnight clear, 
"■• That glorious song of old, 
From angels bending near the earth 

To touch their harps of gold : 
" Peace to the earth, good-will to men 

From heaven's all-gracious King ! " 
The world in solemn stillness lay 

To hear the angels sing. 

Still through the cloven skies they come, 

With peaceful wings unfurled ; 
And still their heavenly music floats 

O'er all the weary world : 
Above its sad and lowly plains 

They bend on heavenly wing. 
And ever o'er its Babel sounds 

The blessed angels sing. 

Yet with the woes of sin and strife 

The world has suffered long; 
Beneath the angel-strain have rolled 

Two thousand years of wrong ; 
And man, at war with man, hears not 

The love-song which they bring : 
O, hush the noise, ye men of strife, 

And hear the angels sing! 
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And ye, beneath life's crushing load 

Whose forms are bending low ; 
Who toil along the climbing way 

With painful steps and slow, — 
Look now ! for glad and golden hours 

Come swiftly on the wing ; 
O, rest beside the weary road, 

And hear the angels sing. 

For lo ! the days are hastening on. 

By prophet-bards foretold, 
When with the ever-circling years 

Comes round the age of gold ; 
When Peace shall over all the earth 

Its ancient splendors fling, 
And the whole world send back the song 

Which now the angels sing. 

Edmund Hamilton Sears, 
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O LITTLE TOWN OF BETHLEHEM 

r\ LITTLE town of Bethlehem, 
^^ How still we see thee lie ! 
Above thy deep and dreamless sleep 

The silent stars go by ; 
Yet in thy dark streets shineth 

The everlasting Light ; 
The hopes and fears of all the years 

Are met in thee to-night 

For Christ is bom of Mary, 

And, gathered all above, 
While mortals sleep, the angels keep 

Their watch of wondering love. 
O morning stars, together 

Proclaim the holy birth ! 
And praises sing to God the King, 

And peace to men on earth. 

How silently, how silently, 

The wondrous gift is given ! 
So God imparts to human hearts 

The blessings of His heaven. 
No ear may hear His coming, 

But in this world of sin, 
Where meek souls will receive Him still. 

The dear Christ enters in. 
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O holy Child of Bethlehem ! 

Descend to us, we pray ; 
Cast out our sin, and enter in. 

Be bom in us to-day. 
We hear the Christmas angels 

The great glad tidings tell ; 
Oh come to us, abide with us, 

Our Lord Emmanuel ! 



Phillips Brooks. 
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A CHRISTMAS HYMN 
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TT was the calm and silent night ! — 
'■' Seven hundred years and fifty-three 
Had Rome been growing up to might, 

And now was Queen of land and sea ! 
No sound was heard of clashing wars ; 

Peace brooded o'er the hushed domain ; 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove and Mars, 

Held undisturbed their ancient reign. 

In the solemn midnight 
Centuries ago ! 
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'Twas in the calm and silent night ! — 

The senator of haughty Rome 
Impatient urged his chariot's flight, 

From lordly revel rolling home ! 
Triumphal arches gleaming swell 

His breast with thoughts of boundless sway ; 
What recked the ROMAN what befell 

A paltry province far away. 

In the solemn midnight 
Centuries ago ! 
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Ill 

Within that province far away 

Went plodding home a weary boor : 
A streak of light before him lay, 

Fall'n through a half-shut stable door 
Across his path. He passed — for nought 

Told what was going on within ; 
How keen the stars ! his only thought; 

The air how calm and cold and thin, 

In the solemn midnight 
Centuries ^go ! 

IV 

O strange indifference ! — low and high 

Drowsed over common joys and cares : 
The earth was still — but knew not why ; 

The world was listening — unawares ! 
How calm a moment may precede 

One that shall thrill the world for ever ! 
To that still moment none would heed, 

Man's doom was linked no more to sever 

In the solemn midnight 
Centuries ago ! 



It ix the calm and solemn night ! 

A thousand bells ring out, and throw 
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Their joyous peals abroad, and smite 

The darkness, charmed and holy now ! 
The night that erst no name had worn, 

To it a happy name is given ; 
For in that stable lay new-bom 
The peaceful Prince of Earth and Heaven 

In the solemn midnight 
Centuries ago ! 

Alfred Domett. 
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I SAW THREE SHIPS AVAILING 

T SAW three ships a-sailing, 
"■• A-sailing on the sea, 
The first her masts were silver, 

Her hull was ivory. 
The snows came drifting softly, 

And lined her white as wool ; 
Oh, Jesus, Son of Mary, 

Thy Cradle beautiful ! 

I saw three ships a-sailing, 

The next was red as blood, 
Her decks shone like a ruby, 

Encrimsoned all her wood. 
Her main-mast stood up lonely, 

A lonely Cross and stark. 
Oh, Jesus, Son of Mary, 

Bring all men to this ark ! 

I saw three ships a-sailing. 

The third for cargo bore 
The souls of men redeemed. 

That shall be slaves no more. 
The lost beloved faces, 

I saw them glad and free. 
Oh, Jesus, Son of Mary, 

When wilt Thou come for me ? 

Katharine Tynan Hinkson. 
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ST. BRIDE'S LULLABY 

/^H, Baby Christ, so dear to me, 
^^ Sang Bridget Bride : 
How sweet thou art. 
My baby dear, 
Heart of my heart ! 

Heavy her body was with thee, 
Mary, beloved of One in Three, 

Sang Bridget Bride — 
Mary, who bore thee, little lad : 
But light her heart was, light and glad 
With God's love clad. 

Sit on my knee. 

Sang Bridget Bride : 
Sit here 
O Baby dear. 

Close to my heart, my heart : 
For I thy foster-mother am, 
My helpless lamb ! 
O have no fear. 

Sang good St. Bride. 

None, none, 
No fear have I : 
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So let me cling 
Close to thy side 
While thou dost sing, 
O Bridget Bride ! 

My Lord, my Prince, I sing : 
My Baby dear, my King ! 
Sang Bridget Bride. 



Fiona Macleod, 
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OUT OF THE SHADOW OF THE 

NIGHT 

/^UT of the shadow of the night 
^^ I come, led by the starshine bright, 
With broken heart to bring to Thee 
The fruit of Thine Epiphany, 
The gift my fellows send by me. 
The myrrh to bed Thine agony, 
I set it here beneath Thy Feet, 
In token of Death's great defeat ; 
And hail Thee Conqueror in the strife ; 
And hail Thee Lord of Light and Life. 

All hail ! All hail the Virgin's Son I 

All hail ! Thou little helpless One ! 

All hail ! Thou King upon the Tree ! 

All hail ! The Babe on Mary's knee. 
The centre of all mystery ! 

Michael Fairless. 
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T^ TERNAL Father who didst all create, 
-■-' In whom we live and to whose bosom move. 
To all men he Thy name known which is Love, 
Till its loud praises sound at heaven* s high gate. 
Perfect Thy kingdom in our passing state, 
That here on earth Thou mayst as well approve 
Our service as Thou ownest theirs above. 
Whose joy we echo and in pain await. 

Grant body and soul each day their daily bread: 
And should in spite of grace fresh woe begin. 
Even as our anger soon is past and dead 
Be Thy remembrance mortal of our sin : 

By Thee in paths of peace Thy sheep be led. 
And in the vale of terror comforted. 

Robert Bridges. 
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